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round interests, his preoccupation with agriculture at
Riond Bosson or with pig-breeding, did not leave him much
leisure. He had a passion for growing grapes, not only for
his own pleasure, but also to show the grape growers of the
Canton what could be done with their soil and the existing
conditions. One day an English lady, whose chief interest
was gardening, and who knew nothing whatever about
music, was beingtaken over Mme Paderewska's chicken-farm.
She had not previously known that her hostess was an expert
chicken breeder, and so she thanked her in the deepest
admiration : " Really, dear Mme Paderewski,, you deserve
to be as famous as a chicken breeder as your husband is a
vine-grower."
In such times as this year of professional leisure, Paderewski
was able to read hundreds of books on politics., history,
philosophy and literature, for which he had previously
not found the time.   The nervous tension of his mind
rarely allowed him to settle down with a book.   As other
people read for hours, Paderewski  read for minutes, in
any place and at any time.    Sometimes he spent hours
over his toilet, when dressing in the morning ; but between
putting on his waistcoat and his tie, he would walk across
the room to a table or a chest on which lay a book ; would
pick it up, open it casually, and see at a glance whether it
was the right page.   He had an amazing aptitude for
opening a book exactly where he had left off.   He would
read one or two pages, standing there with his tie hanging
over his arm or walking up and down ; he would turn over
ten, twenty or a hundred pages, read another page or the
index, put the book down, go back to the mirror and tie his
tie, and then return to his book and open it again, at the page
he  meant  to  read.     Once  he  had  gone  over  a  page
thoroughly., it remained in his memory as though he had
learned it by heart.   Often five or ten minutes would
suffice for him to find everything that mattered.   How he
contrived to select just those pages which  gave him the
main subject-matter or the centre of the plot is a mystery—

